The Great Change 


By: Christian Houser 
Dee Dee 


Dee Dee looks directly up into the sky squinting at the sun. The bright sun warms the summer 
day in what is now known as the Western States of the United Global Directorate; formerly 
known as the United States, Earth. Dee Dee cannot help but feel the excitement inside her 
growing. She has been waiting for a day off work to explore the city since she moved here. 
Only 2 weeks ago Dee Dee accepted a very well paying job offer in the city of Neykiy, the 
largest city on the west side of the Atlantic Ocean. And the next week she packed up all her 
belongings and moved into a tiny apartment on the second floor of a 50 floor highrise. Dee Dee 
has always dreamed about moving to the big city and now her dreams have become a reality. 
Though she had spent the first 5 days in her new city working long hours with barely enough 
time to recharge her body, she was outstandingly ecstatic to finally explore her city and see all it 
has to offer. Working as a historian and researcher for the local museum, Dee Dee has spent 
years gathering information on the past and working it into a comprehensive presentation for 
visitors. After learning about the world's history and the process it took to get to where it is 
today, she created an entire exhibit and shared it with multiple museums around the city. 

Finally, one called her back and scheduled her to run the exhibit for an entire 3 months. At the 
time of hearing this, Dee Dee began jumping up and down with joy and immediately began 
packing for her new life. And now on her first exploration of the city of Neykiy, the story begins. 


Kathleen 


“Shit” | whisper as my nail breaks and the tip of my finger begins to bleed. Luckily, not as bad 
as it has in the past, but it still hurts like a bitch. It’s nearly pitch black down here in this cell with 
a dull light coming from a low buzzing lightbulb hanging from the ceiling about 20 feet down the 
hallway. The walls are moist with humidity and made from concrete blocks. This place is old, 
very old, predating The Great Change. Slightly underground, but not too deep. | remember 
only walking down one flight of stairs to get to this area. Looking around my cell | can see a bed 
made from straw, a bucket in the corner, and some odd shaped foam objects. | suck my finger 
to try and cease the bleeding. The copper taste is familiar, my attempts at escaping this place 
have been many, yet unsuccessful, and bloody scrapes or cuts have not been scarce. Once the 
bleeding stops | begin using my other hand, my left hand, to work my nails between and around 
the cinderblocks hoping and praying for something to be loose. The course blocks scratch and 
harden my already calloused skin, and while it pains me to continue, the only thing keeping me 
alive at this point is hope. That’s when | feel it, the slight shifting of a block slightly higher than 
the tip of my head. 


Dee Dee 


Dee Dee’s brain was running a million miles a minute as she began her stroll through the city. 
Even though it was her day off from work, she could not stop her mind from wandering to all the 
history and change the world has undergone in the past 945 years. It all began with the 
technological revolution in the early 21st century. Technological advancements skyrocketed as 
computers shrunk and the globalization of the world grew. At first it was all an arms race with 
the countries fighting to see who could build the most weapons or the smartest drones. But 
then He came into power. A new leader emerged in 2035 and He quickly rose in ranks until He 
combined all the countries of the world, creating the first world government called the United 
Global Directorate. Rallying people of all nationalities behind his ideals and beliefs, He could 
draw anybody onto his side through speech or conversation. No political opponent could keep 
up with his growing fan base. It was almost as if he had been made for this exact role. 


Once the world fell under one global government, technology could be used for more productive 
and efficient causes instead of things like war. The world was able to move past poverty. It 
defeated crime and ensured everybody had a home and a place to belong. Of course this was 
not overnight but revolution rarely is...Revolution...now that is one of Dee Dee's favorite topics 
in her presentation. People opposed His rule. Even now people oppose His world, however 
they've all been imprisoned or gone into hiding. Dee Dee feels very safe as she watches 
guardwatch keepers run by with alarms beeping. Although she wonders, what could be setting 
the alarm off? 


Kathleen 
| stumble over a loose stone on the floor, catch myself and continue running down the dark wet 
hallway. All | can hear are footsteps splashing and stomping behind me. Yet all | can think about 
is freedom. I've been locked up for so long. Given just enough to eat to stay alive. Just enough 
water so | won't dehydrate. These people, no not people, fucking inhumane monsters have 
treated us so poorly. From being beaten to starved. This is what revolution gives us, gave me. 
But | can't stop the fight. | won't stop the fight....and at that moment I stop my feet as fast as | 
can and lean back. | land on my ass, feet dangling over a cliff about 50 ft drop to a body of 
water. | look back behind me and see 5 watchguards rushing towards me. Metal batons in their 
hands. Seeing those batons gives me a queasy feeling inside. | look down at the water, close 
my eyes, plug my nose and lean forward. 


Dee Dee 
“...00% chance of rain today. So make sure you plan your afternoons accordingly’ Dee Dee 
overhears a radio warning everybody. The rain has always confounded Dee Dee. She knows 
they have made attempts at fixing the weather. Making sure nobody has to worry about 
unfavorable conditions and such. But according to professionals, they can't do any major 
weather changes because the ecosystem of the Earth is too fragile and it would throw the living 
creatures entirely out of balance. Dee Dee never saw anything really wrong with this though. 


Preserving history is important, but that's what museums are for. Why not make the world more 
favorable to its current leading inhabitants. Regardless of what Dee Dee believes, she'll have to 
make this trip a short one to ensure she can get home before the rain. Luckily, she's nearly at 
her destination. 


Kathleen 
Bubbles surround my vision as my body aches from the crash. Although the cool water has 
already started soothing my skin. | wait underwater as long as | can to try and avoid being seen 
and hoping that they will believe me dead. That is all | can hope to avoid the watchguards. 
Notorious for their ability to find and hunt down escapees and revolutionaries, death is usually 
the only escape. This makes me wonder if | am the only one who has made it this far. The only 
one who has escaped. They caught 20 of us at that last meeting. | don't know how they knew 
when or where to find us, but out of the 20 they caught only 4 of us were imprisoned. 4 | have 
not seen since we were caught. God, | hope they're alive. 


Finally, | swim up and let my head break the top of the water. The air is cold and musty. But | 
can see a forest not far from where | am. | begin swimming as fast as | can to get there. Pushing 
past my limits, my lungs begin to burn. That odd feeling of sweating whilst submerged in water 
covers my body. But | can't stop. | must get back. We've lost too many people already. Just as | 
am about to reach land | see a light. A flashlight strobing through the leaves as it sweeps back 
and forth. And just as | see something about to breach the thin wall of leaves separating me 
from them, | dive down. | dive down as far as | possibly can although | didn't have time to 
breathe in. | dive down with no air in my lungs but | cannot be caught. I've worked so hard to 
escape. | cannot handle another beating. No more torture. But the longer | stay down here the 
more it reminds me of the torture. The water boarding, the drowning. They don't mind killing you 
because they've developed machines to bring you back. Well not always, but I've been brought 
back 5 times already. | don't want to make it 6. | don't think | can make it to 6. My lungs feel like 
they're about to implode now. It's been too long. If | do not come up for air now | am going to 
pass out. | dive up through the surface gasping for air. No lights. | quietly swim towards the 
shore, making sure not to splash or make any noise. | stub my toe on a rock trying to step 
towards the shore. | scrape my elbows on stones crawling out of the water. My body is 
constantly aching and burning, but | dare not let my brain react. This is my only chance. | step 
out of the water cold, but refusing to shiver. | can't feel my feet as | slowly step towards the 
grass and trees. | reach my hand out, tears welling in my eyes as | can finally taste and feel the 
freedom. | push the leaves out of my way and look into the forest ready to see a reward for all 
my hard work. As | take my first step onto the grass, as it tickles the bottom of my foot, | feel a 
crack against my skull. | hear more bone breaking noises as my body crashes back into the 
rocky shore behind me. And as | open my eyes one last time | see a pale face with red eyes 
staring directly at me, nose touching nose. As he just smiles wide, takes a step away and 
swings his baton into my face. 


Isabella 
| awaken to the floor beneath me shaking and creaking as | feel it push me upward. The floor, 
the iron bars surrounding my cell and the ceiling are taking me up to the surface. The sound of 
the machine scraping as it moves is ear piercing within the confines of the cell. After about a 
minute a crack of sunlight begins to beam in. It hurts my eyes, a stinging pain in the cornea. | 
haven't seen the sun in days. By the time | am able to open my eyes the cell stops shifting and 
the entirety of it is finally above ground. | look around through the pain and everything is blurry. 
| slowly gain my vision back first seeing my disheveled hair in front of my face. | can make out 
my hands enveloped in dirt and rust. | know they are also covered in scratches, but they are 
well hidden under the filth. | look out past my bars. | am surrounded by iron bars in a circle 
about 20 ft in diameter. | have a straw bed, some random foam shapes, and a bucket. After 
making all of this out | peer out beyond the bars. People are far as the eye can see. People? 
How can they just watch me here? How can they be okay with this? 


Dee Dee 
Dee Dee walks up to the ticket booth handing the kind man her ticket. He smiles and she 
smiles back. She has not been to the zoo in such a long time. And she has never been to the 
zoo in Nekiy. It’s one of the most famous zoos around the world. With creatures like nowhere 
else. Things nobody can see anywhere else. Dee Dee is about to burst with excitement when 
she sees her coworker standing across the square. Dee Dee begins to cross the beautifully 
decorated park bustling with patrons. After nearly bumping into a trashcan trying to avoid the 
others making their way to exhibits, Dee Dee makes it to her coworker. But as she is about to 
say hello the exhibit they are standing in front of begins to move. Dee Dee watches as a large 
disc begins to lift into the air. Iron bars rising from the ground and into view comes a woman. A 
woman with wide hips, greasy brown hair, and tattered dirt covered clothing. Dee Dee looks on 
in disgust, but also excitement. She has finally made it to the exhibit most only dream of seeing. 
The extremely rare and nearly extinct Homo Sapien, or Human for short. Just as Dee Dee is 
staring in awe, her friend turns and sees her. “Hey! DD-517MH! Hey girl! | didn’t know you 
would be here! | thought you would be in your charging station. Don’t you have another shift 
tomorrow?” 


“Oh, no. They actually gave me the day off, so | decided to come here! Also we aren’t at work 
right now, please call me Dee Dee!” 


